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Portuguese, if you attempt to squeal once again, I'll
give-you a rubbing down with my own hands that'll
teach you there are some things a gentleman doesn't do.
Understand?

[KABL MUELLER goes off into the bedroom and sits down with
his back to the others. The other prisoners begin to sing.
At first softly, then gradually louder', with suppressed
rebelliousness.]

Prisoners.
[Singing.]

Further than the eye can follow
Moor and marsh encompass me
Lifeless every hagg and hollow
Cold and crooked every tree

The army of the marshes
with pick and shovel passes
To the marsh.

Bleak the winter sun has westered
From the barbed and wounding wire
To the prison camp sequestered
We are far from our desire

The army of the marshes
with pick and shovel passes
To the marsh,

Never night enthral a dawning
Bounded every human pain
And at last shall come the morning
Home, you shall be ours again.